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hist forms of worship, and remembering that the
Pope is the direct heir, through the Pontifex
Maximus, of rites that were ancient when the
Etruscans were modern, he will look with a
feeling deeper than curiosity upon forms which
record the earliest conquests of the Invisible, the
first triumphs of mind over muscle.

To me the noon silence and solitude of St.
Peter's were most impressive, when the sunlight,
made visible by the mist of the ever-burning
lamps in which it was entangled, hovered under
the dome like the holy dove goldenly descending.
Very grand also is the twilight, when all outlines
melt into mysterious vastness, and the arches ex-
pand and lose themselves in the deepening
shadow. Then, standing in the desert transept,
you hear the far-off vespers swell and die like
low breathings of the sea on some conjectured
shore.

As the sky is supposed to scatter its golden
star-pollen once every year in meteoric showers,
so the dome of St. Peter's has its annual efflores-
cence of fire. This illumination is the great show
of Papal Rome. Just after sunset, I stood upon
the Trinita dei Monti and saw the little drops of
pale light creeping downward from the cross and
trickling over the dome. Then, as the sky dark-
ened behind, it seemed as if the setting sun had
lodged upon the horizon and there burned out,
the fire still clinging to his massy ribs. And